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The very bottoms and the foulc of hope, 

Hie very lift, the very utmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 

Z)«w.Fayth,and fo we Ihould, 

Where now remaines a fweet reverfion. 

We may boldly fpend upon the hope of what * to 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. Arandevous,a home to fly unto. 

If that the Divell and mifchance looke big 
llpon the maydenhead of our affaires. 

Wor. But yet I would your father had beene hcere , 
The quality and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no divifion,it will bethought 
By fome,that know not why he is away, 

That wifdomedoyalty , and meere diliike 

Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
Andthinke,how foch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide of fearefull fa&ion, 

And breed a kinde of queftion in our caufe : 

For, well you knoW,we of the offring fide, 

Muft keepealoofe from ftri<fl arbiterment, 

And flop all fight-holes,eyery ioope, from whence 
The eye of reafcn may prie in upon us : b 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtaine; 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kinde of feare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You ftraine too farre, 

I rat her of his abfence make this ufe, ^ 

It lends a luftreand more-great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprise, 

Then if the Earle were hecre : for men mult think, , 
If we without his helpe, can make ahead 
To pufh againfl the Kingdome, with his helpe, 

We fhall,or turne it topfie turuy downe ; 

Yet all goes well, yet all our j oynts are whole. 

Dow. As heart can thinke, there is notfucha word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this dreame offeare. 

Enter Sir Rich. Vernon. 


come in, 


Hot, 
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Henry thetourth * 

Hot.Uy coufin Jw^welcome by my foule. 

Ver.Vny God my newesbe worth a welcome, Lord. 
The Earle of fVeftmereland, fev en thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherward with Prince E>h». 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Ver. And further,! have learned. 

The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth, 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily, 

Withflrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot Me fhallbe welcome too ; Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed mad-cap, Prime of Wales, 

And his Cumrades,that daft the world ande, 

Andbiditpaffe ? 

Ver. All furnifht ? allinArmes? . 

AH plumpe like Sfiriges , that w ith the winde 
Bayted like Eagles , having lately bath d 
Glittring in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the moneth of May. 

And gorgious as the Sunne at Midfummer j 
Wanton as youthfull Go^wild as young BhIs : 

I few young Harry, with hisBevcron, 

His Cufhes on his thighes , gallantly arm d. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury , 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feate. 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turne and winde a fiery Pegafas, 

And witch the world With noble Horfc-manfnip. 

more no morc.worfe ;h=n theSunne m March 
This prayfe dothnout ifh Agues j let them come, 

They come like Sacrifices in their tnm > 

And to the fire-eyde mayde of finoky warre. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The may led Mars (hall on Ills Altar lit 
Up to theearesinbloud. I am on fire 
To lieare this rich reprizall is lo nigh * 

And yet not ours Come ; let me take my n , 




